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HE two bookx about which Lon-
don at this moment is
talking are Wells's Undying Pive
and Miss Ashford’s Young Visi-
ters.  These books London has
quite definitely seleeted in a way that
London has, and although often
enough London’s selection may secm
from the point of view of High Art
and Literature very bad, there are
always pood reasons behind it. On
this present occasion High Art and
Literature may rest satisfied—they
are not disgraced,

It is not as though just now there
was very little from whieh to select :
during the last threc wecks books
have simply poured from the press,
They have been for the most part
novels, and I ecannot think of any
very interesting work in bellés let! res
with the exeeption of Robert Lynd’s
admirable book of essayvs, Old Masters
and New, Brand Whitlock's Belgium
Under German Occupalion and Ed-
ward Shank's book of poems, The
Quecn of China,

But of novels there are May Sin-
clair’s Mary Oliver, W. L. George's
Rlind Alley, Gilbert Cannan’s Pink
Roses, Miss Delafield’s Consequences
and Joseph Hergesheimer’s  Java
Head. Miss Sinelair’s book is only
Just published, Miss Delafield and M=,
Hergesheimer have at least equalled
their earlier successes, W. 1. George
and Gilbert Canuan are both disap-
pointing.

Cannan’s Pink Foses is so poor a
book that it is difficalt to believe that
the author of Round the Corner wrote
it. It has been attacked over here be-
eanse of its sulijeet : that seems to me
the wrong view {o take, If Cannan
seriously believes that his knoek-kneed
hero who thinks of no one but him-
self during the way and quivers with
terror at the approach of an air raid
is the best type of humanity now re-
maining to us, let him press that point

of view as urgently as he may. It is
in construetion, echaracter, drawing,
deseription,
that belongs to the art of novel writ-
ing—that the book is so disappoint-
ing, and it is quite sickly with senti-
mentality.

W. L. George is a more competent
craftsman than Cannan. Ile knows
in Blind Alley just what he wants to
do, where he wishes to place every
one, what he likes them to say and
so on. 1 feel, however, that the prop-
aganda journalism on which he has
heen engaged for a number of years
has crept into his novel writing: his
charaeters talk too competently,
points are pushed too deliberately,
the seene is colonred toe opportunely.
This book is really not worthy of the
author of Isracl Kalisch and The Sec-
ond Blooming, not worthy in spirit
rather than in technique and effi-
t'i('llt'_\'.

But Wells's Undying Fire and Miss
Ashford’s Young Visiters have both
spirit and technigne, Miss Ashford’s
technique is especially to be admired.
Wells's hook has been to myself at
any rate a revelation—a revelation
because 1 see that I have been look-
ing during all these last years—ever
since Tono-Bungay in fact—to Wells
for all the wrong things and have
been disappointed because 1 have not
got them.

One hears now in many places
complaint becanse Wells has become
“‘philosaphieal,” ** religious,”” “‘argn-
mentative.”” One notiees how people
go back again and again to those
wonderful carly stories—to The In-

dialogue — everything

visible Man apd The Wonderful Visit
and that epie of star-dust and moon-
shine The Frst Men in the Moon.
GGod the Invisible King and The
Soul of a Bishop did seem poor sub-
stitutes for such masterpieces, but

-now on reading The Undying Fire

one suddenly realizes certain things.
First, that Wells has never had the
gift of ereatine character—that is,
he has been able on several oceasions
to throw off very vigorous sketches

-and ecarieatures of himself—Mr. H.

Kipps, Mr. Polly, Uncle Ponderevo
and the rest; character-creation in
the sense that Hardy and Conrad
have ereated Worlds, in the sense that
Arnold Bennett has given us the
Baines women, IHilda lLessways,
young Clayhanger, and Galsworthy
Mrs. Pendyee and the Forsyte family,
that has never been in Wells's genius.

Secondly, that Wells is a poet and
that the best things that he has done
have throbbed and burnt with the
poetic spirit—such things as the first
vision of the moon, as the last chapter
of The Time Machine, as the end of
the Machiavelli, as the epie fight in
Mr. Polly, as the American scenes in
The War in the Air, and above all in
the chapters concerning death and
disease in the animal world, and the
life in the U-boat in this his latest
book. On closing The Undying Fire
one dimly wonders why it has been
so moving and genuine, and here
when the three books that preceded
it seemed dull and in ecertain places
insineere,

In those three other books there
was never a glimpse of this astonish-

ing poetic deseriptive evoeative fire,
save only the flying scenes in Joan
and Peter. There was only the jour-
nalistie, waiting, peevish Wells who
combines so untidily with the Wells
of this last book. It is a beautiful and
memorable work, this U'ndyimg Fire,
the best thing that its anthor has done
since Tono-Bungay.

The Young Visiters is Miss Ash-
ford’s first novel and she wrote it at
the age of 9. Many people are say-
ing that Barrie, who has written an
introduetion, is author of the whole
This book is, however, no fake, and 1
fin.l it difficult to believe that any one
ean doubt its genuineness. No grown-
up elder eould combine so marvellous-
ly the child's imagination born of
nothing but dreams and the child’s
knowledge picked up from watehing
visitors and reading novels. All that
one ¢an say is that Mrs. Ashford must
have allowed her daughter to read
more fiction at that tender age than
most mothers permit their children
even in these days. As [ have said,
the techmique is admirable. Adven-
ture follows adventure guite breath-
lessly — there s no time for
pause. But it is in the crea-
tion of character that Miss Ashford
especially exeels. Mr. Salteena, her
hero, is admirably done. His first
note to his friend annouucing his
visit should become classie. e thus
describes himself: “‘I do hope I shall
enjoy myself with you. I am fond
of digging in the garden and I am
parshial to ladies if they are nice. 1
suppose it is my nature. T am not
quite & genileman but you would
hardly nobee it but ean’t be helped
anvhow.”’

Mr. Salteena will beecome, T hope,
part of the English language like the
Mad Haiter and the Mock Turtle.
His history is a delight and demands
to be read aloud. . London in leaping
upon him so swiftly and eating up
four editions of him in a month has
shown most excellent sense.

Ecce Hobo! Harry Kemp and His Light Love Lyrics

By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.
1XT to running a eafé on the Boul’

- Mich’, in Pans, where I could en-
tertain  Gilbert K. Chesterton, Joseph
Conrad, Anatole Franen, Blasco Ibaiez
and Don Marquis all at onee, with a sub-
cellar  where Jumes Tuneker, Kdgar
Saltug, Carlo de Fornaro and myself were
alone permitted to nnnihilate Things ag
They Are, T should have wished to be
Jack London or Harry Kemp. The two
latter knew how and when to jab their
fistis through cirenmstance and sec the
world on their faces, '

Unigue eombination of play m-] busi-
ness—almost a lost art! Jack dug his
copy oul of the guts of life If he had
only set everything down with the fidelity
of Cellini of Casanova!l But Jack got
corroded with “moralic aeid.” - There was
Herr Fufner Sadakichi Hartman (what's
beecome of Waring sinee he gave us all the
glip?), who wis a great tramp in his day.
He was to the manner born, and the eafé
cheeks he left behind him were as thick
us the leaves in Vallombrosa. T look upon
the man who ean rough it with awe, and
I am sure none are fairer in the sight of
the Lord.

Harry Kemp's new book, The Passing
God, is lsunched in an introduetion by
Richard Le Gallienne, bimself something

of a wandercr in his day, but essentially
sn aristoeratie wastrel, with his bathing
tub strapped to his back and his thermos
bottle packed next to his portable elcetrie
radiator. He reviews llarry’s life in
China, London, (reenwich Village, on the
Great Lakes, in Youngstown, (Ohio, where he
left the Pennsylvania Dureh Nirvana that
had been harboring him for an eternity,
and got born. He even wandered into El-
pert Hubburd's net at East Aunrora, and
qot leaving any epigrams behind ( Harry
is short on epigrams) was probably or-
dered to move on by the absorptive Fra,
who endowed all poets with a fountain
pen and a tieket-of-leave,

;\s Mr. Le Gallienne points out, if is
curious that no one ean ever find anything
of the tramp in Harry Kemp's poetry.
There is none of Richard Hovey's or Bliss
Carman’s Vagabondia in his pages. It is
all as prim as the wordmg of the Eigh-
teenth Amendment, as carefully ruled off
as your income tax blank, as respectable
as a house-broken butterfly. A most re-
markable case of double personahity.

To know Harry Kemp the man is to
know something tremendously vital, He
has mental and physieal svoirdupois. He
breathes like Thor, trumpets like Bryan,
waves the leaden wand of his thought over
the vasty deeps of mint jaleps. where the
2:75 inspiration eowers, and uses a heavy
stave on free verse idiots like myself.
Most lovable of men, with the pose that

upen the constitution of matter itselt.
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coneeals his own inner delicate nature and
veils with wild Wordsworthisn aceents
the riddled heart of this monogamous Don
Juan.

One day [ tramped down Broadway
with Harry—I trippingly respeetable,
dressed like an extreme prohibitionist; be
(although the frost was on the Broadway
lobster and the white flakes whirled in
spiralled rers libre) hatless, costless,
dressed in his famous eorduroy outing eos-
tume, with a blanket wrapoed around his
thront. He walked like a king and talked
with the same originality. But I felt
awed. This man could rhyme—just like
Louis Untermeyer and Vietor Hugo, This
mag had the eourage of his pompadour
even in winterfupe. This man eould sell
his poetry. Everybody tumed to look at
Harry—*“and did you one¢ see Shelley?”
Things like that are not understood in
New York, I ztutiered to myself. Sio
tranwit gloris mei!

The frenzy with which Barry announces
pre-Homerie commonplaees eonvinees you.

That he is primitive goes without saying. -

He has arrived at pure Adamhood through
the sumple ignorance of '8 Bunyan or a
Dlake. Do two and two make four? Yeun
have never felt the mystery of that fact
till Harry has gouged you with it. He
will announes to you the immanent,
primordial, ineluetable, omni-collegiate
laws of poetry as laid down by Prof.
Spickandspan with such rending gesture
that . you will unto youe tables im-
mediately.

That is all T know about Harry Kemp
the Man, the most curious form of noise
extant. KEeee Hobol

“The Passing God” is Love. But there
is an old commonplace that Love is
something eternal. It has been said by
no less an authority thun Lillian Russell
that Eros is the one immortal that doesn't
pass. Debts and rum pass, but Cupid
never! However, Harry has a right (o his
opinion. His business, it seems, is loving,
and he ought to know. Or else his colos-
#ul irony o'ererows our eritieal j

The poers in this beok are light and

wholesome. Swinburne, Keats and Shel-
ley are safe. There will be no resurree-
tion under the Aurelian wall because of
this book. And yet I liked every poem
in the book—they are so short that they
ean be read between galleys if you are a
proofreader. They lack the passion that .
has been lived; they are literary loves to
literary sweethearts dome on voluptuous
brown paper. In the long poem in the
volume the words are beantiful.

Harry's book is a sentimenial pienie
in & Bronx Park everglade.

THE PASSING GOD. Haxzy Krur. Brea-
tano'n

M= oo - - )
An Amazing Life Story of
Love and Achievement
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